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BiU's Folly 
By William Dickinson, '37 
EY, Tom, open the door, will you? What you waiting 
for? I've got news, big news. Come on, I'm in a hurry. 
(Tom unlocks the door.) Hi, Fella! Say, have you been in bed? 
Gee whiz, it's just ten-thirty; you must go to bed when the sun 
sets. Big week end? Say, I'm here to tell you about a week end 
that was a week end! 
I guess I told you that Margery invited me to their spring 
formal night before last, didn't I? Oh, I haven't told every-
body; what gave you that notion? Anyway, I have a right to 
be proud of it, don't I? And quit butting in—I came over here 
to let you in on some big dope. Say, I'm going to take off my 
coat; it's pretty warm inside here. Well, it is warm, and I'm not 
excited. 
Yeah, we got along swell at the house dance—most fun 
Marge and I have had since we were in high school. Boy, those 
were the days, weren't they? Do you remember the school 
party when you and I and Andy put on the. . . . O. K., O. K., 
I'll stick to it. Well, you know when we were in high school 
Marge was just about tops, and all the guys used to scrap over 
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her. . . Oh, they did too! That's why I could never get in there 
and pitch like I should have, I guess. 
"^EAH, we went around together quite a bit during our sen-
ior year, and then that summer her folks lugged her out 
West; so I didn't see any more of her. When you and I came 
down here she enrolled at that Something or Other Lawn 
school for girls in Pennsylvania—all right, Virginia. . . I'm 
NOT excited, I'm just trying to make this interesting for you. 
You know how it is during summers. Her folks always took 
her away for part of the time, and then I was working for the 
county engineer on the roads all summer, so about the only 
time I saw her was when her folks and mine would decide to 
have Sunday dinner together or go on a picnic. No, I wasn't 
scared of her—I just didn't care about running around with a 
woman a lot. 
I thought it would be pretty nice when she transferred here 
a year ago last fall. I never could figure out why she wanted 
to come here, though; she won't graduate for another year be-
cause she couldn't get credit for some of the courses she'd 
taken—like penmanship and ballroom dancing. . . What do you 
mean, anybody but. a blind man would know? Gosh, she did-
n't have to come out here to find somebody to marry her. 
She's always been pretty well dated up, and I never want-
ed to do a lot of scrapping to get a date with her a month 
ahead. Anyhow, she's been running around with a few guys 
with a lot of jack, and she's in a lot more activities than I am, 
and she knows more people, so I always felt a little like a Mr. 
Mae West when I was with her. I guess it's just this quarter 
that we've been having a few dates . . . O. K., back to the 
dance. 
ELL, she had on one of these fluffy, mosquito-netting sort 
of dresses. I never did know what you call the stuff; and 
it had— But this is important, Tommy; I'm trying to get you to 
see the whole thing in its proper light. The dress was sort of a 
light blue, and it was miraculous the way it matched her eyes. 
She had her hair fixed up some new way, and you should have 
seen how the moon sort of—O. K, if you don't want to hear 
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it, 111 just tell the cold facts. But you're missing something. 
We went out on the porch—all right, the terrace, then— 
and got to talking over old times and what we wanted to do 
when we get out of school. Pretty soon she asked me what I 
am planning on doing this summer; so I said I'm going into 
the County Highway Office at home, of course, and she said, 
"Why, of course*!" About all I could say was that I'd been 
planning on it all along. It's a pretty good job—you know that, 
Tom—and it pays good money for a fellow just graduating in 
C. E. I'll admit that about the only chance for advancement 
would be for Old Man Hall to kick in or retire, so I could step 
into his job, but then I could live at home and be in a commun-
ity of people I know, and—well, there are lots of advantages 
to the job. 
Marge asked me if I hadn't looked for another job, and I said 
no, I hadn't even considered it; so she asked if I thought I 
was going to spend the rest of my life in Hailey. Now I thought 
that was sort of a dirty crack, because there are lots of swell 
people in the old burg, and I've lived there all my life. Golly, 
I don't know; maybe we didn't have such a good time after 
that—she didn't want to dance much and the conversation 
wasn't flowing so well. Up to that time she'd been trying to 
teach me a lot of these crazy new dance steps. . . Well, I think 
I dance pretty well. Of course I don't twist and hop all over the 
place, but I carry myself pretty well, and I think cultured 
dancing should be something above an imitation of this rat-
race stuff you see around the Armory at home. 
A NYWAY, I thanked her for the swell time when it was 
over, and went home and did some heavy thinking. You 
know, it set me back on my heels a little the way she reacted 
when she found out I was going back to Hailey. I respect her 
judgment—she's an exception to this beautiful but dumb 
rule, and I began to suspect that there might be something 
wrong with my going back there. 
Yesterday morning I was still worried, and when Prof 
Gammel called me into his office, I thought he was going to 
bring up this matter of the P. E. I didn't take—which may in-
terfere with my graduation yet—but that wasn't it. The Prof 
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said he had just received a letter from a friend of his who got 
his C. E. degree here some time in the dim past and who is 
now a big gun on one of the companies working on the Grand 
Coulee Dam. This fellow is a little shorthanded, so he wrote 
Gam to send him some young buck of his own choosing from 
the graduating class to work out at the dam for about a year and 
then, if he makes good, to go to their San Francisco office, be-
cause they'll be through with their part of the job by that time. 
Gam likes my grade-point average, I guess, so he made me the 
offer. 
T TOLD him about the same line I'd given Marge about my 
plans the night before. Now you won't believe it, but that 
old granite-puss broke down and got to talking pretty confiden-
tially to me. He said he thought he knew me pretty well after 
watching me for four years, and that he was going to take the 
liberty of telling me that if I went back to Hailey to work for 
the county, I'd be a damned fool. I told him that I didn't think 
he realized just what the conditions were and what advantages 
I'd have at home; so he just said, well, think it over and come 
in again some time Monday. 
Yesterday afternoon I kept pretty busy with reports, and I 
did a little work on them last night, and then this whole blamed 
thing got to worrying me quite a bit, so I chucked the stuff and 
decided to go for a walk and think it over. I guess I tramped 
every path on the campus and bumped into more couples than 
you could throw a cat at, but when I came home and went to 
bed, the old job still had a pretty good grip on me. The scramble 
out on this big dam seemed pretty attractive, though, except 
for the prospects of living in a big construction camp out in the 
wilderness for a year. 
This morning I persuaded myself to go to church, hoping that 
I could get my mind off the problem for a little while, but it 
bothered me so that I can't even remember what the sermon 
was about. After dinner I called up Marge and just told her that 
I'd had an offer of another job—I don't know why I thought 
that would do any good—but we talked a little while, and I 
finally asked her to go out to supper. . . Well, come to think 
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about it, she might have hinted at it, because the idea hadn't 
entered my head when I called her up. 
I spent the rest of this afternoon trying to keep from chew-
ing off my fingernails and trying to get a little studying done, 
but wasn't very successful at either. Six o'clock finally came, 
and I shined my shoes and dragged a razor over my face and 
headed across Campustown for the Gamma house, still not 
knowing what I was going to tell the Prof tomorrow morning. 
Boy, that seems years ago now. 
"^ L^ TE WENT down to the corner and waited for a bus, but fin-
ally some fellows Marge knew came along in a new car 
and took us down town. We had a lunch at the hotel and went 
to a show—without saying much. It was about nine when we 
got out of the show, and Marge suggested we walk home the 
cinder path. I kind of hated to have her walk that far—you 
know how these shoes the women wear are for walking on cin-
ders—but I didn't exactly object... Now what are you laughing 
at? Yeah, sure, we walked home the cinder path, so what? 
After we got down past the park and across the bridge, Marge 
asked me to tell her about this offer of a job out West; so I went 
all over it, telling everything I knew about it—just what I've 
been telling you, I guess. 
We got to talking about what our prospects are for the future, 
and what we'd like to be doing twenty or thirty years from 
now, and I began to think of some things that hadn't occurred 
to me before. I've never had to do very much worrying or plan-
ning up till now—I guess my folks have been taking too good 
care of me for that. Now listen, Tom, I've come to the conclu-
sion that it's about time for me to break loose from Dad and 
Mother and try to stand on my own feet. Another thing, I think 
I'm too good an engineer and too big a man for Hailey. I don't 
think I'm bragging when I say that—it's a conclusion that's 
been growing on me for a long time. If a fellow wants to make 
good in this world, he has to realize what his abilities are and 
where he can apply himself to best advantage. A square peg has 
to look for a square—quoting? What do you mean, I'm quoting. 
These are just the things that came to me in our conversation— 
nobody was telling them to me. 
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We walked across the campus and over to the gardens be-
cause Marge said she likes to smell the flowers at night. We 
went over and sat on one of those stone benches. Marge kept 
babbling about the flowers and the stars, but I wasn't paying 
much attention. I had a couple of things on my mind that I 
was really thinking about plenty heavy. 
A L L of a sudden something came to me—just like rain 
falling on dry grass. I could see that things were going to 
fit together just about as nice as you can imagine. The big idea 
struck me when Marge was saying something about how chilly 
it was getting without a wrap. I just looked at her and said, 
"Marge, how would you like to come out to California to live 
next year?" She opened her eyes as wide as that, and said 
"Oh, Bill. . .," and that melted me. About the next thing I re-
member, the carillon was striking ten, but Marge didn't seem 
to mind that much. 
So, Tom, I stopped down town and got a cigar for you because 
we both thought you should be the first to hear about it. It's 
over here in my coat pocket. Boy, what have you got to say for 
us? Aren't you surprised? Well, what's so funny? Becoming 
engaged certainly isn't any joke. 
Well, I'll be dog—say, I didn't think you'd notice my pin was 
gone. You knew it would happen? Why, you couldn't; I had 
never considered it until tonight. And here I've been telling you 
all this because I thought you'd— I'm going home. . . Thanks, 
pal, nice to hear you say so. Be seeing you, Tom. . . (Exit Bill; 
Tom locks the door.) Now home for some real sleep. Tom's 
sure a swell guy, but I wonder what he meant by the last 
crack, "When ignorance is bliss, 'tis folly to be wise." Say, I 
wonder if that lug thinks— 
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